GEORGIAN PORTRAITS
until they themselves resolve the question for him. Those of
a novel of the school of Point Counter Point, on the other hand,
are merely mental abstractions of their creator, whose opinions
they voice. For that purpose alone they are and were created.
It is so with Kingsmill, but he is more human than Huxley
and he does not suffer from that odd W.C. complex which is
continually revealing itself in Huxley's novels. What is there,
by the way, in seasickness, the natural functions of the body, from
love to lavatories, garbage, prostitutes and pathology, which so
attracts post-war writers ? It spoils many of T. S. Eliot's poems,
which is a pity, for at his best he has a touch of poetic genius.
I infinitely prefer the teeth like pearls, the cherry lips and daffodil
hair of Lord Alfred Douglas and the poets of the 'nineties to
Eliot's sky " like an etherized patient on an operating-table " !
In Kingsmill's novels, as in Huxley's, the characters are
admirably drawn, they speak their clever lines and behave more
or less as human beings do behave, and yet, to me at least, they
have no concrete existence outside the covers of the book.
Charles Dickens, despite the fact that his writing was often
slipshod in the extreme ; that he knew no half-lights; no
colours but black and white ; that his pathos was nauseating
and his culture almost nil, invented people of such immense
vitality that we follow their adventures breathlessly, and even
to-day most of us who have reached middle age could name at
random half a dozen of them. Both Thackeray and Trollope
gave birth to immortals. I know Becky Sharpe : she lives in
London now ; and you can still meet Mrs. Proudie in almost
any cathedral city, while some of the inhabitants of Jane Austen's
world, narrow and commonplace as it was, will live for
ever, for they, Hke many other famous characters of fiction,
have escaped from literature into life.
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